They came from other worlds 


Anthony Dover 



War of the worlds 


As bacteria spread 
Lightly on toast 
The cursed morning 
The damned to work. 

Name the most evil 
Thing in the world 
It was the church I supposed 
Or the human body. 

The kindly Grandfather 
The judgement on all 
Rubbish he uttered 
Is ending the world. 

As the natural cycle 
Of this world his toy 
The human race 
Threw it away. 

Defined futures 
And brief lives 
Letters to Breshnev 
Russians said Sting. 

Another eternity 
Awaits them all 
When Persephone 
Returns from the underworld. 



The Birth of a God 


A unusual blip 
In the never ending 
Seti project 
Sentient life found us 
Dwelling on yesteryear. 

A red line on a yellow background 
A moment we'll never forget 
In this place 
His face his face 

Poking in from another dimension. 

Thraumatic Thinktank 
In the metaverse 
Godhead Fibbonachai packet 
Plein air drawings 
An artist he chose 
Together we know. 



Spectrum 


From one end to the other 
Thumbs together 
Never reaching the end 
Dark side of Sunday 
Blue horizon. 

Nothing in this book is true 
But being given it 
Is exactly 
What to wish for. 

The eighties computer 
Epidemic Amiga Atari 
Commodore and Spectrum 
Was to dream of 
Advanced minds 
To program the mind. 

Whizz kids Billy Nasty 
Your life's work 
The devils playground 
And a game of kingy. 

To split white light 
To shatter and scatter 
Light waves at an angel 
Heaven only had these colours. 



Babylon 


Babyland 
Try Vincent 
Di fate. 

They look basic 
Space ships 
Real not imagine 

Skull 
Try Krull 
Kaikul. 

Hate 

Try haiku 
Like. 

Adverts 
Try Vurt 
Feather. 



Farscape 

When I did 
Escape with this 
I found a hell 
Full of friends 

The magic hell 
We thought it would end 
Never the same 
At weekend 

A living ship 
And photosynthetic 
Strange now phrenic 
They have left the planet. 

A metal plate 
For suffering 
Golden sun 
In his mind. 

Blue ocean 
The cerealean woman 
The dream kings tomb 
And the moon. 



Perfect 


Nothing could prepare 

Us for that 

Per 

Perfect 

Confectionary 
Forget 
Or not. 



80’s lost artist 


Emin 

Erin 

Ankh 

Egypt. 

Lost himself 
In art. 

Franklin 

Chaplin 

Band 

The Motels. 

Lightstruck 

Friend 

Defend 

Halleys 

Spare 

Use sparingly 

Early 

Spring. 

Who was the 80' 
Artist 
Start in the 
Asylums. 



The universe sighed in relief 


Up at 10 

Zen in the afternoon 
Hope pretty his doom 
Canvas 
Zoom zoom. 

These are always there 
Say she isn't 
What would you like 
To do to me? 



I write science fiction books 


So you do have a chair 
How are they in there 
Every day a world 
Lost if not cost 
Lost. 



On the heaven of life 


Surely a man needs scarification 
A perfect oval interconnected 
Like china in your hand. 

Or the flower of life 
Geo metrically present 
In the hexagonal time flame 
An old one 
The shaper. 

A supreme being 
Unearthed for centuries 
Actuary anonymous 
Smoking opium 
And divining rods. 



Evenings 


Evenings in the universe 
Spent stargazing 
With beer 
Another year 
Time 

Try and think 

Of non Babylon thoughts 

Dreams they seem 

The perfect idea 

That in a galaxy 

Far far away 

I grew up. 



Mayan 


Calendar consortium 
You have come far 
Temple of the stars 
Consel and precog 
The last 12 years. 

A tower of numbers 
A past love 
A new interest 
A wind of words 
Each whispering 
Inspirate and yet 
They conspire against anything 
The Mayan soldiers. 



Slide 


Ever thought 
Each day a world 
Nostalgia 
Nostradamus 
Was not. 


Who would remember 
The thousands of them 
Like armies of day 
And nurses of night. 

Spiders of light 
I saw once 
Don’t slide 
She said 
Don’t slide. 



Advancement 


Ulric of Melnibome 
Penguin collector 
Christian perspective 
Star Trek collective 

Shark 

Love 

Light 

Dark. 

Cinema nights 
Kaikul 
The genie 
Cheap thrills. 

London oh my God 
Dance music love 
Acid lore 
Bus on time 
Divine. 

Christ the redeemer 
Christ the friend 
Know your place 
Advertising space. 



Another plan for ET 

I write science fiction books 
I paint other worlds 
What comes of the broken hearted 
I spent my heart on this. 

Vincent doesn’t he 
It isn't right 
The mother seed 
Artist can see it out. 

Fate of all 
Imaginators 
On the Rio coast 
Christ the Redeemer 
Caught between. 

What is the point 
Of computer games 
When they steal your universe 
From you. 

They came in peace for all mankind 
This is not the planet we started on 
A man told the queen 
The paintings and the books 
Strange they seem 

Are ordinary in the world he came from. 



A meeting 


Endyminion 

Meet 

Nemesis the warlock 
You've both been 
Mistaken for him 
A disguise or 
Mistaken identity 
Identity theft 
House to let 

Further down the line 
Of universal hero’s 
Stormbringer 
And Ulysees 
Met together in 
A forgotten pub 

I wonder where these people are now 
Once they were real 
Now they are a myth. 



Definitive 


No one world is 
They come from other ones 
On their way to the earth 
This is as it seems 
After aeons 
We can but guess 
The other worlds in films 
Were probably 
Dreams to the old. 

Once real 
Once theirs 
They seek 
A way back to 

The best of all possible worlds. 











































































































